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MADSEN’S

Two Garloads of Brass and Iron Beds

MADSEN’S
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Never before in the history of Brass Bed purcl'xasing' has the public been given such an offering as we present
all this week Remember there are brass beds and brass beds—but the ones we place on special sale cannot be
duplicated at the pricc in this city. We defy competition. Others may offer lower prices, but you may

rest assured the beds are inferior to our specials.

JUST LOOK, an all brass bed 2
in. posts, satin or polished only

Brass Beds

$150 00 BRASS BED................$100.00
125.00 BRASS BED.... 90.00
110.00 BRASS BED 80.00
90.00 BRASS BED. 62.50
80.00 BRASS BED. 56.00
75.00 BRASS BED.. 53.00
70.00 BRASS BED. 50.00
68.00 BRASS BED..
65.00 BRASS BED.
54.00 BRASS BED.
50.00 BRASS BED. ..
45.00 BRASS BED..
40.00 BRASS BED.
35.00 BRASS BED.
30.00 BRASS BED.
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Iron Beds

$50.00 JIRON BED
46.00 IRON BED. ......
44.00 IRON BED
40.00 IRON BED..
36.00 IRON BED..
33.00 IRON BED
30.00 IRON BED......
27.00 IRON BED. ....
24.00 IRON BED
18.00 IRON BED
15.00 IRON BED. ..
12.00 IRON BED

8.00 IRON BED.

6 00 IRON BED. ..

This beautiful bed made with
2 in. continuous posts in Vera
Martin finish only

RON BED

1y 1

We carry beds

in all colors.

Your early call at our Brass and Iron Bed Special will result in your
purchasing the bed you want at a lower price than you ever hoped for.

See Our
Window
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Display

51-57 East First South Street
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